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THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND 
SET 


Mary BREWERTON De WITT 
Chapter 
THE GARDEN 


Once upon a time there were three little girls who used to meet 
every afternoon after school, in a large meadow not far from their 
homes. 

Here they had great fun playing together. Sometimes they 
brought their dolls, and sometimes their bean bags, and quite often 
their big dog Rover followed them; but whatever the play, they always 
managed to have a good time. 

Now one day, while in the midst of some happy play, one of the 
children thought is would be a good plan to walk to the farther end of 
the meadow. The others agreed. After walking for some distance, 
they came to what appeared to be a most beautiful garden, all inclosed 
by a high hedge. 

All three of these little girls wanted to go in and look at the pretty 
flowers which they knew must grow inside, but nowhere could they see 
any opening. One of the children began to look all around for a gate, 
and soon she joyously called out to the others, 

“Oh! see! I have found the way in.” 

The others ran quickly to her side, and then each in turn tried to 
open the gate, but it was shut fast and locked. 

“Oh!” said the first little girl, the one who had found the gate, 
and who went by the name of Faith, “I know there must be a key, and 
I am going to find it and unlock the gate.” 

“You'd better not,” said one of the others, whose name was 
Prudence. “Some one might scold and push you out.” 
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“Oh! no,” said Faith. “I am not afraid, for if I find the key, | 


have a right to go in. Come, won’t you look, too?” 

perhaps there are other gates.” 

“Yes, there are other gates, for I have found one,” called the 
third little girl, Patience, who, while the others were talking, had been 
walking along the side of the hedge, looking carefully for an opening. 

“‘Hunt for the key to that one, why don’t you?” said Faith. 

“T’m going to look, right now.” 

“Oh! no, Patience, come, play with me a little longer; it’s tire- 
some to hunt in this long grass, and besides I don’t believe there is a 
key,” said Prudence. 

“Well, I am looking,” and Faith got down on her hands and 
knees, and began to hunt. 

Soon she cried out to the others, who were not far away making 
wreaths, 

“Look, girls, I have found the key; isn’t it little? Now I shall 
see if it fits this gate.”” 

The others ran to see, but Prudence stood cautiously to one side, 
saying as she did so, 

“Look out! There might be an old giant in there! I wouldn’t 


go in 


At these words, Patience sighed and turned sisi to her chain of 


flowers. 

“When I finish this chain, perhaps I'll come,” she said, looking 
up at Faith, who at this moment was trying her key to see if it would fit. 

Now at the touch of the little key, the gate swung open, and 
Faith stepped through to find herself in a lovelier garden than she had 
— dreamed could exist. The gate closed behind her, clicking as it 

id so. 

“Oh!” said Prudence, “‘she is really inside,” and so saying, she 
stepped to the gate and tried to open it. 

“Why, she has closed the gate and taken the key. Now I call 
that real mean.” 

“You know you wouldn’t have gone in, anyway,” said Patience. 

““Well, I guess I wouldn’t; I don’t know what’s on the other side. 
Come, let’s play with our dolls.” 

And so the two children went back to their games. 

In the meantime, Faith was walking steadily on through long rows 
of Lady Washington geraniums, and now past violet beds in full bloom. 
Seeing an old man at the farther end of this garden, she went towards 
him. He looked up as she came near. 

“Well, my little girl, how is it you are in this garden >” 
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“Seeing an old man at the farther end of this garden, she went towards him.” 
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“I saw the gate, and found a little key that helped me open the 
gate, so I felt I could come in,” answered Faith. 

“*Yes, the one who finds the key may enter this garden; you have 
done well to find it. But where are your friends? What are they 
doing?” 

“They are playing outside.” 

“Do they not know there is a gate for each one, and each one 
may find a key that will enable him to get in?” 

“They have other things to do just now, and do not care to look.” 

“Some day Patience will come,” said the old man, “‘but she wil! 
need you to help her find the way.” 

“Why, how many gates are there?” asked Faith. 

“There are many gates, a gate for each person who can see. If 
there are three persons, there are three gates; if seven, then seven gates, 
and so on; but some are blind and will not see. Come, and I will show 
you the flowers and tell you their names, for I am the king’s gardener 
and it is my business to show to every newcomer the beauties of the 
place. Though I show you many flowers, you must find their true 
names. They alone will whisper to you their heaven-given names. | 
will give you this wand, and by touching the flowers ever so lightly 
with this, you will be able to hear them speak to you.” ; 

“Why, the wand looks like only a stick,” said Faith, as she 
took it from the old man’s hand. 

“Yes, it is a branch of the witch-hazel, cut at the full of the moon, 
and it has great power to open up secrets to those whose hearts are 
true.” 

After thanking the old man, Faith walked on, and tried touching 
a little pansy with her wand. She saw the flower lift its head and 
look at her with its fairylike eyes. Then the pansy spoke in a quiet 
little voice, 

“You know I am called Pansy, but I have one other name not 
so often spoken. I grow from seed you planted long ago.” 

““‘Why, I was never here before, I think,” said Faith. 

““Yes, but you have planted the seed for my growing. Listen, 
and [| will tell you how. One day, not far from your home, a little 
boy fell over a stone and bruised his knee. He cried bitterly, and 
a little girl came out of her house and ran to him, and wiping away his 
tears and kissing him said, “Come, here is a big rosy cheeked apple 
for you; do not think of your fall, but think of the good God who 
makes us well and happy.’ Then the little boy stopped crying, and 
was comforted. Can you tell me, Faith, what seed you planted then?” 

it you?” asked Faith. 


“Yes, it was heartsease. You took away the pain from the 
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heart, and in its place laid the tender thought of love. So I was planted 
and thus have I grown, watered by the happy tears of the angels who 
see all good deeds done by those who work for the Christ.” 

Faith was pleased to hear the heartsease talk to her in this way. 
She now walked farther, until she came to a flaming poppy, a very: dif- 
ferent flower from the pansy. 

“‘Have you something to tell me?” asked Faith. 

“Yes, I have something to say to you,”’ answered the poppy. 
““My name is Sleep or Rest. I will tell you when and how you planted 
me. About three months ago, your mother gave you some sewing to 
do. You didn’t want to do it at first. You felt cross and tired, and 
you fretted and fussed for a while; then seeing the grieved look on 
your mother’s face, you took up the work more willingly, and without 
jerking or fussing, put in your stitches, gently singing a little song as 
you did so. The song you sang was a lullaby, and at the time, you 
were sitting in your garden under the apple tree. In the next house to 
you, was a little boy lying ill on his bed, tossing and turning with pain. 
He heard the pretty song you sang, and listening, forgot his pain, and 
so fell into a peaceful sleep. Now, two things were accomplished. 
Your gentle willingness to do your work brought sleep and healing to 
the sick boy, and rest to your own soul. So in helping yourself, you 
helped another. Now return to the gardener, for he is looking for you.” 

Faith found the gardener waiting right on the spot where she had 
left him. He held out his hand as she came nearer, and smiling, said: 

“You have seen but a little of this wonderful garden—more les- 
sons there are to be learned here, but first you must use what you have. 
Everything you see has its lesson for you and for all. Every few days 
you may come into our garden and learn a lesson, but now you must 
return to your friends and tell them what you have seen and heard. 
Here is the little gold key which unlocks your gate; wear it about your 
neck, and never part with it, for it will be of no use to any one save to 
yourself, for each one must find his own key, as well as his own gate. 
Now, farewell, and try always to sow seed that will grow into beautiful 
blossoms.” (To be continued) 


In the sun, the moon, the sky, 
In the mountain, wide and high; 

In the thunder; in the rain; 

In the winds, the woods, the plain; 

In the little birds that sing; 

God is seen in every thing. 

—Selected. 
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LIDA R. HARDY 


The story of earth building has been divided into four great 
divisions, known as times. These times are separated into other divi- 
sions known as ages. é 

The first divisions were four in number, and were given Latin 
names, meaning first, second, third, and fourth. 

The first division was the period in which dry land first appeared 
- on the earth, and was the subject of our last story. 

The fourth time was the period in which the plants, trees, animals, 
and people were created. The second and third times came in between 
these two. 

The last story was about the soil and the different kinds of rock— 
bowlders and stratified rock. 

Stratified rock is separated again into two other divisions called 
fossiliferous and nonfossiliferous. 

Fossiliferous rocks are those in which we find the remains of 
shells, fern, fish, plants, and even animals that lived long ago. These 
remains are called fossils, and fossiliferous means “‘fossil bearing.” 

The nonfossiliferous rocks are those that have no fossils in them. 

Sometimes we find fossils in the coal that we burn. 

We children have just now returned from the coalhouse, where, 
with the aid of a microscope, we discovered many dainty little fern 
patterns, woody fibers, and fragments of stems, in the coal. 

Often in the cold winter evenings, as we sit by the warm grate 
fire, we look with wondering eyes at the big lumps of coal as they are 
being changed into-bright, cheery flames for our warmth and comfort. 

These are the sunbeams of long ago, which are stored up in leaves 
and stems, and these hidden treasures, now come out, cheering us at 
our own family firesides, and sending out again their long pent-up light 
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into the same glorious world in which they shone, ages and ages ago. 
You want to know how coal was made, and how these plants 
and things came to be buried in the earth so long ago. | know of a 
low, watery piece of land. The place is covered with trees, shrubs, 
vines, mosses, ferns, and roots. MG 
Streams of water find their way in Z 
among this tangled mass, from which 
all the sand and dirt have been fil- 
tered out by the tangled roots and 
matted vines. 

The water in this damp place, or 
swamp, isas black as the ink that you 
write with at school, and if you were 
to drop a shell or stone into it, it 
would sink, if it were not for a strong 
mat of tangled mosses; vines, and 
roots. 

Men have dug down ten or fifteen 
feet and have found nothing but 
peat, which burns like coal and 
which, if pressed hard together, 
would be like coal. Now we can eR 
understand how coal was formed “Now we can understand how 
and how this swamp might, in time, coal was formed.” 
become a coal mine. When the leaves and trees fall, they are cov- 
ered over by more trees that grow each year and finally, after thou- 
sands of years, many layers of trees have fallen, and are covered over 
and are pressed so tightly together for such a long time that the woody 
fiber becomes hard like rock. Now it is ready for people to burn, and 
we call it coal. 


We can understand, too, how ferns and shells become buried be- 
tween its layers. 


Coal mines were once low, wet marshes, such as have just been 
described. 

Not long ago, we children took our camera and went to pay a 
visit to the coal mines of Burlingame, Scranton, and Osage City, 
Kansas. 

We drove in a carriage from the hotel in Burlingame to a mine, 
a mile or two out from the town. 

First we saw what is called a shaft, which was built over a mine 
about ninety feet deep. In a shed there was steam-power machinery 
which lowers or raises a little coal car into or out of the mine. When 
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the little car is loaded, it is taken on the track to railroad cars, and the 
coal is dumped into these railroad cars and shipped away. 

Away down in the mine, under the ground, men with their picks 
work all day long, getting the coal out of the ground. Sometimes the 
vein, or “stratum,” of coal is so shallow that only a narrow channel 
into the earth is made, and the miners have to work lying on their 
stomachs. 

How dark it is down there! Not a ray of sunshine. The miners 
cannot carry a lantern around with them, for they need their two 
hands to work with. So they wear little lamps fastened in the front of 
their caps. Wherever the miner goes, the little light from the lamp on 
his cap shines on ahead and shows the way. 

We were at the mine when the men had finished their day’s work. 
They came out all covered with coal dust, but their faces were so 
honest and kind that they were good to look upon. They were 
Italians, and they-could not speak a word of English to us. 


“Down in the mine . . . men with their picks work all day long.” 


The gentleman who was with us made them understand that we 
wanted to take a photograph of them. Then one of the men told the 
others about it, and they waited just a minute to be photographed 
before they started home for their suppers. 

One of the men had his pick with him. . The others had their 
dinner buckets, and the little lamps on their caps. 

These men love the light as much as we do; but they gladly go 
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away down into the darkness in order to earn the bread and butter for 
their wives and children. These fathers love their children as much as 
your father loves you. And these fathers are as glad as can be to do 
anything they can for their children’s happiness and comfort. 

We can hardly understand stronger or purer love than this, and 
yet the good book says that the love of the all-knowng Father is even 
more tender. 

The miners’ children watch and wait for their fathers to come out 
of the big black hole, and when the children see their fathers coming, 
they run to meet them with smiles and kisses, never minding the coal 
dust on the miners’ faces. 

On our way to the carriage, we walked with one of the miners. 
We were with him as he neared his little cottage, and you should have 
seen how happy and glad the mamma and baby Josephine were to 
welcome the papa home to a good warm supper. 

We found here a: little settlement of Italian miners. The one 
thing which we noticed above all others, was that each was kind and 
thoughtful of the others. The cottages were small, and there were not 
many things in them; yet the people were happy. 

Happiness is not found in things, but in the heart. 

When we sit by our pleasant coal fire, let us send a loving 
thought to the good miner who labors patiently and willingly away 
down in the darkness, in order that we may be made warm and com- 
fortable. 

Let the miner’s little light be a symbol of that Light within each 
one of us, which shines on ahead and points our way through all that 
appears dark and unlovely, into the shining path of love and truth. 
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Poor Mister Appearance was and old: 
When it was hot, he was generally cold, 


And when it was cold, he was usually hot, 
‘Most always appearing like that which is 
not. 


But, Faith came to greet him and fixed him up 
fine; 
She'll do that for any one, every time; 
And the fellow who once was so crippled 
and old, 
Now lives by the Truth that is richer than 
gold. 


HAROLD E.KELLOGG 
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PETER PAN VISITS THE TREES 


Not long ago, I read a book, written by an American naturalist, 
Enos Mills. Perhaps some of you also have read the book. The 
name of it is, ““The Story of a Thousand-year Pine.”’ In this book, 
Mr. Mills tells the complete story of a pine tree that stood for more 
than one thousand years in the western part of our country. He had 
learned to love this stately pine, and came often to admire it and to 
rest by its side. 

Finally, woodmen cut the tree down, and in falling, it was so shat- 
tered that they left it lying on the ground. Mr. Mills then had the 
opportunity to study its history. He cut the tree into small pieces, and 
found so many interesting things written within its trunk, that his story 
seems marvelous to persons who may have seen the same ordinary 
looking tree, or who pass other trees by, scarcely noticing them. 

From two arrowheads, which he found far beneath the bark of 
the tree, Mr. Mills read a story from the life of an Indian. From axe 
marks and lead bullets in the tree trunk, he read of the coming of the 
Spaniards and other early explorers. 

There are many stories hidden in the trees for us to read. And 
there are many things to be seen in the woods, during the winter and 
early spring months, that cannot be seen at any other time of the year. 
It has never seemed quite right to Peter Pan that picnics and hikes 
should be enjoyed only during the summer months. So let us pack our 
lunch baskets and knapsacks, put on our warm wraps, and go forth to 
see what the book of nature has to tell us at this season. 

Harold knows just the place for our picnic today. So he will 
lead the way. 

Along a little road, off the highway, we come to a rail fence that 
has been built of stunted trees which have probably been cleared from 


11 
Mes 
4 


S44 


“Climbing over the sturdy old fence.” 
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a nearby forest. Climbing over the sturdy old fence, we find ourselves 
in a grove of walnut trees. 

Perhaps we have never thought of walnut trees as being interest- 
ing except in the fall, when we go into the woods in little groups to 
gather the ripe nuts. But let us see. In the first place, how did the 
trees happen to be here? ‘This question may require us to use our 
imagination, but if we get very still, we shall likely find an answer 
something like this: 

Many years ago, there was a little squirrel harvesting his winter's 
supply of nuts, as squirrels do, each year. He looked in every place 
that he could think of, for safe places to store the nuts. Perhaps he put 
some into a hollow tree trunk. Some were hidden in little holes in the 
ground, right where our walnut grove now stands. Of course, later 
on, when the little squirrel came to look for the nuts which he had hid- 
den, there were some which he could not find. 

After the nuts had lain under the ground for a long time, they 
decided that it was time for them to start growing. So they sent out 
little roots and stems. Att first, these roots and stems obtained their 
food from within the nut. Then, as they grew larger, they began to 
take their nourishment from the soil and the air, just as the large 
trees do. 

Perhaps none of us has ever stopped to think that trees eat and 
sleep and work, just as people do. 

ever heard of trees working asks Charles. 

Ah! that is something else that we have never thought of before, 
isn’t it? As we study nature, we find that every plant and animal does 
something to help the other plants and animals. At home, we find 
that we have to wash the dishes, to carry in wood, and to do many other 
things, in order to help our parents. In return, they use their time to 
provide food for us, and to do many things which make our lives happier 
and better. 

We find that all forms of life work in ways that are helpful to 
other forms of life. The animals give off from their bodies certain sub- 
stances that are beneficial to plant life, while the trees and other plants 
repay their debt to the animals, by giving off substances which the 
animals need. ‘The trees store up moisture during the rainy seasons, 
and give it off during the dry seasons. So you can see-that the trees are 
always working for us. You can also see that it is important that we 
protect plants and animals, for it is intended that we should all work 
together. 

Bzzz-Bzzz-Bzzz. What do you suppose that funny noise is, 
coming through the woods? Following the direction from which the 
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sound comes, we find two men sawing down one of the walnut trees. 
After the tree has fallen, we all gather around, and one of the men asks 
us if we would like to know how old this tree is. Of course we would 
like to know, but we wonder how he knows. Some one thinks that 
perhaps the man remembers when the tree was very small, and that he 
can compare it with his own age. But no; the age of the tree is written 
within its own trunk. Perhaps some of us have noticed before that 
there are many little narrow rings going around on the inside of a tree 
trunk. These rings may be easily seen on the wood which we burn in 
our stoves. Each growing season, as the sap rises in the tree, a new ring 
is formed on the outer layer of the trunk. By counting these layers, 
we are able to tell very nearly the age of the tree. Sometimes these 
rings are so close together that they can scarcely be counted without 
the use of a magnifying glass. These narrow rings were made in 
years when conditions were not very favorable to growth. The wide 
ones were made in good growing years. 
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“*He looked in every place he could think of for a safe place to store the nuts.” 


Here comes Fred, who has been separated from our party for 
quite a long time. 

““Where have you been, Fred?” asks Arthur. 

“Oh! just watching a squirrel at work,” he answers. And then 
he tells us about watching a squirrel digging up walnuts, hidden in the 
ground. Perhaps this little squirrel, too, will fail to find all that were 
hidden, and then, later on, there will be some new walnut trees spring- 


up. 
“Whew! but I’m getting hungry,” says some one. 
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We have all been so interested in our study that we have forgotten 
about our lunch baskets and knapsacks, which we have left against the 
fence. While some of the boys and girls are going back to bring the 
lunch, the rest of us are busy starting a large fire, for it is getting rather 
chilly, and we want to get warmed through before starting for home. 

As we finish our lunches, and the fire dies down, little Paul, who 
is almost too small to understand the things which we have been study- 
ing, makes a remark which causes us all to think. 

“I was just wondering,” he says, “where all of those big sticks 
that we put into the fire, went to.” 

The explanation of this may give us a bigger lesson than any 
which we have yet learned today. Let us see. 

In the first place, the tree must have gathered from the ground and 
from the air, all the things which it needed. From the moment it 
started to grow, all that it needed for its well-being, was right around 
it, ready for it to use. . 

Strange as it may seem, almost all the substances from which the 
tree was made, were gathered from the air. When the tree was burned, 
these substances went back into the air from which they came. And so 
it is with all of the things around us. God has provided that all of 
the things which we need in our daily lives to keep us well and happy, 
are right around us, ready for us to use. 

We must remember that our playthings, and the other good things 
which come into our lives, for us to use and share with our friends, are 
very much like the tree. Sometime they will disappear from our lives, 
just as the tree did, when it was burned. We shall not wish to hold 
to them, nor shall we feel disappointed at their going, for we are learn- 
ing that only the Spirit of life, which dwells within us, is permanent, 
and that the Spirit continually brings us into new and more interesting 
experiences. Let us look within ourselves for the Spirit of all good, 
and listen to its still small voice, which is always seeking to guide us in 
all of our work and play. 
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GOD'S GREAT PLAN 


““What can be the use,” said a fleecy cloud, 
“Of these few drops that I hold? 
They will hardly bend the lily proud 
If caught in her chalice of gold; 
But I, too, am part of God’s great plan, 
So my treasures I'l] give as well as I can.” 


A child went merrily out to play, 
But a thought, like a silver thread, 
Kept winding in and ouf all day 
Through the happy, golden head. 
Mother said, “Darling, do all that you can, 
For you are a part of God’s great plan.” 


She knew no more than the twinkling star, 
Or the cloud with its rain cup full, 
How, why, or for what all strange things are; 
She was only a child at school. 
But she thought: ‘Tis a part of God’s great plan, 
That even I should do all that I can.” 


So she helped another child along, 
When the way was rough to his feet. 
And she sang from her heart a little song 
That we all thought wondrous sweet. . 
And her father—a weary, toil-worn man— 
Said: “I, too, will do the best I can.” 
—Selected. 
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Young Billy and Bobby are darling twin lads, 
Both lively and jolly, two cute little tads. 


And each is as brown as a sugary bun, 
And each is as short as a minute of fun. 


If either should follow his nose, he would fly, 


Forever and ever, up into the sky. 


They play from the sunrise until it is night, 
At mischief so harmless ‘tis but a delight. 


And Bubble, their dog, all their sweet pranks must 


share ; 
Wherever they go, Bubble always is there. 


They stand on their heads, and the dog does his 
best, 


To stand that way, too, just to be like the rest. 


But he never quite makes it, and over will flop, 


With his back to the ground, and his feet at the top. 
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When climbing a tree, the boys swing from a bough, 
Up, barking, jumps Bubble, as if asking, “How?” 


Said Billy to Bobby, one bright summer morn, 
“Let's pull out the weeds, in these hills of young 


corn. 


And twin laddie Bob said to twin laddie Bill, 
“Yes, pull out the weeds; that we certainly will.” 


But one weed so rooted 
and strong, the lads 
found, 

That neither could loosen 


its grasp on the 
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So Billy the weed gripped, and Bobby then placed 
His hands clinching tightly, to Billy's round waist. 


And Bubble caught Bobby by jacket, to add 
The strength of his muscles to that of each lad. 


The tug-of-war started; the weed gave a crack, 
And over all toppled; each lit on his back. 


Then, laughing, up scrambled the three to their 


feet; 


Their weeding, for that day, they thought was 
complete. 


They sought out a hill, at the base of which lay, 


A pool shining clearly as sun at midday. 


Said Bobby to Billy, “Let's go tum- 
bling down!” 

So over they tumbled, feet, knees, 
face, and crown. 
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They tumbled, and tumbled, and tumbled down 
hill, 

And Bubble came tumbling, to show his good will. 

Still onward they tumbled, straight into the pool, 

Whose waters were shallow and pleasantly cool. 


They sprang out, and started on new pleasures bent, 
And straight to the barnyard, the jolly three went. 


The first thing they found, was a strawstack where 
lay, 
A calf calmly sleeping, which might be at play. 


Said Billy to Bobby, “A ride let us take; 
We'll jump on his back ; that will make him awake.” 


Of course they agreed, and so quietly crept 
Much nearer the calf, which still peacefully slept. 
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They jumped and they landed; ‘twas easily done. 
The calf awoke quickly, to help with the fun. 


With a “moo” of surprise the twins thought a laugh, 


To the ground they were tumbled as up sprang the 
calf. 


He bounded away with another loud “Moo!” 
And Billy and Bobby and Bubble laughed, too. 
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In other adventures, as lively as these, 


They played till the sun set behind the tall trees. 


As soft night descended, to round out the day, 
They knelt at their bedside, their short prayers to 


say. 


And by them knelt Bubble, paws under his head, 
As closely he listened to what the twins said: 


“Dear Lord, for your goodness, we thank you again, 
And please make us happy tomorrow. Amen.” 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you wrote it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you copy 
anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I earned my dollar for Wee Wisdom last night by 
being a supe in Robert Mantell’s “‘Julius Cesar.’’ I could not do without Wee 
Wisdom even for one month; it is so fine. I was born on February 11, 1909; 
have I a twin?—Rose Draper, 1212 E. Twenty-eighth ave., Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like all your stories and poems. I like to read 
them to the children. I wish you came every day.—Mary Perla, box 281, 
Aspen, Colo. 

Dear Wees—Do you all love Wee Wisdom as much as I do? I love to 
read it clear through, from beginning to end. I am going to cut “The Prayer 
of Faith’’ from the book, and pin it on the wall. It is nice to have.—Sara V. 
Ritchie, 124 N. Fountain, Wichita, Kans. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunt is sending you to me. I like “Dorothy's 
Christmas,”” “‘Peter Pan,”’ the Booster Club, and the Puzzle Page.—Charlene 
Fernald, 1066 Schuyler st., Portland, Ore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. You were given to me as 
a Christmas present. I do not know which part I like best; I read every bit of 
it to my brother, and he enjoys it just as much as I do.—Margaret McMillan, 
825 W. Munising ave., Munising, Mich. 


23 
»wWOOSTER 


24 WEE WISDOM 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My grandma gave you to me for Christmas, and I 
like you very much.—John B. Lovell, Cuba, N. Y. 

Dear Unity.—I love Wee Wisdom dearly. You have taught me the ways 
of the Lord. I like the poems contributed by the Wees.—Rhoda Blossom, 3 
Litile Clove rd., Stapleton, N. Y 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received you for a Christmas present from my 
grandma. I always enjoy reading you. I like “Peter Pan” and “The ‘Prayer 
of Faith.”—Bessie Huxley, Estacada, Ore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I find much comfort in your stories, mostly when I 
think I feel ill. I read you over and over again. I like “Peter Pan,” Young 
Authors, and the letters which the Wees write. Busy Sunbeams, Bible Lessons, 
and Blanche’s Corner I like, too. Here is a poem about my dog: 

I have a little doggie, 
And he is full of fun; 
He likes to run and play, 
And is happy all the day. 
—Dorothy Haug, 546 Ogden st., Bridgeport, Conn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you more than words can tell. My aunt gave 
you to me. My mother takes Unity Magazine, and it helps her very much.— 
Edna Ottinger, 1618 Daunton st., Philadelphia, Pa. 


My Dear Wee Wisdom—lI liked two stories in the November issue very 
much. They were ‘““What the Two-by-Four Found Out” and “Thankful.” 
My mother read about the two-by-four and told me that I must be careful not 
to talk too much. When I had pain, I used ““The Prayer of Faith,” as a rem- 
edy, and my mother told me that I was using the best remedy.—Herman Black- 
man, Bankland Hall, Queen Mary rd:, St. Michael, Barbadoes, B. W. I. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I hope that you will grow larger; I enjoy you very 
much. My little sister is only a year old now, but pretty soon she will be old 
enough for me to read Wee Wisdom to her.—Katharine Snyder, 921 Clinton 
st., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken your lovely books for three months, 
and I enjoy them very much. My dear aunt has given them to me as a present, 
because she wants me to be a good girl and love God. I have taken my Wee 
Wisdom books to school. Some of my friends are going to subscribe.— 
Shirley Sopp, 4314 Warne ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—I have taken you quite a long time. I love you 
dearly. I never read a better magazine in my life. I like “‘Peter Pan,” Busy 
Sunbeams, and the Magic Pillows best. I was ten on October 15; have I a 
twin?—Mary Stowe, RFD route 2, Cambridge, Nebr. 

Dear Wees—I am sending a story called, ““An Adventure.” I enjoy 
Wee Wisdom very much. I like the Magic Pillows, the Young Authors, and 
the Booster letters best—Marguerite Overend, 6900 Meade st., Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI want to tell you of a wonderful experience of 
mine. I had had a sore throat for some time. At last, it became so bad that 
I could not swallow, without pain. One afternoon you came to me. I read you 
and then asked God to heal my throat. By the time we had supper, my throat 
was entirely well_—Edna Heller, 523 Chauncey st., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I enjoy all of the stories and 
do not know which of them I like best. Last night my daddy brought me a 
beautiful dog. It was hurt in an accident, but I am trusting God to make it 
entirely well.—Rheora Davis, 203 N. Twelfth st., Chickasha, Okla. 
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Dear Wees—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for three months, and | 


like it very much. It is interesting and it is also company for me after school. 
I stay with a lady who is a healer and teacher of Truth. I go to Sunday school 
every Sunday, and I learn many wonderful things about God. I have had one 
revelation and many demonstrations. Since I have been taking Wee Wisdom, 
my life seems like a dream, because I have found what God really means to me. 
Billie Laurence, Lucerne apt., Tulsa, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My mother became a member of Unity in 1911. 
We always love to tell everything to God. When I get hurt, he takes the hurt 
away, and when I think I’m sick, he takes the pain away. God loves to have 
us tell him everything, for he loves us and wants us to be well and happy, and 
we can overcome everything with God’s Truth and love. Reading Wee Wisdom 
each month helps us to hold to God. Daddy is letting us pray for him now, 
and we know that God can take away all the pain and make him well.— Julian 
M. Trager, Bristol, Ind. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother got us a sample copy of you, and we think you 
are very nice. We are going to get you, every month. We liked “Dorothy's 
Christmas” very much.—Amelia and Jane Marshall, RFD ‘‘Woodside,”’ 
Marshall, Va. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I like the Young Authors 
and the Puzzle Page. I want to be a Booster, and I promise to be cheerful 
and radiate sunshine all that I can.—/ane Reisser, 324 W. Chelton ave., Ger- 
mantown, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This isthe second year I have taken you, and | 
enjoy you very much. [I can’t tell what I like best, because it is all good. I was 
twelve on October 31; have I a twin?—*Venessa Dewey, RFD route 11, box 
37, Glendale, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for six months, and I like 
you very much. I like “‘Peter Pan,” the Magic Pillows, and the Bible Lessons. 
—Deane Tutt, RFD route 3, box 32, Tacoma, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much, and I like all your stories. 
I am learning to apply Wee Wisdom principles in my school work. When I 
have a hard lesson, I just think and say that the mind of God within me knows. 
—Thomas W. Clark, RFD route |, box 21, Nesbitt, Miss. 

Dear Wees—I have been taking Wée Wisdom for two years, and J like it 
very much, especially “‘Peter Pan” and the Bible Lessons. God is good to me, 
for though my mother passed away three fears ago, God gave me a good home 
and good care, and I try to be a good @rl. I give my old Wee Wisdoms to 
friends, and they like them very much.—Flossie McCall, 66 Linden st., 

erona, 

Dear Wee Wisdom—l like you very much, and my brothers like you, too. 
I like the Puzzle Page, the Magic Pillows, and the verses —Leah A. Kenerson, 
E. Denmark, Me. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Grandma gave you to me for Christmas. I enjoy 
you very much. I like the Magic Pillows and all the stories. I am passing 
my magazines on to others. I will be ten May 5; have I a twin?—-Marguerite 
Ashton, 6038 Helen st., Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I delight in reading you. I like you so well that I 
cannot tell which part I like the best, though I do love the letters. My mother 
does Unity work. Not long ago, I seemed to be sick. Mother sent to Unity 
for help, and now I am well.—Helen Kagel, 2839 Wyoming st., St. Louis, Mo. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—My grandmother gave you to me for Christmas. 
I like the story of the snowdoll the best, although I like them all.—Frances 
Sartin, 251 S. Forty-fifth st., Philadelphia, Pa. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My grandmother sends the Wee Wisdom to me, 
and I like it very much. I like all of your stories. I pray for my cold to get 
better, and I know it will.—Marjorie Trafelet, 5532 Ellis ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Sirs—Ever since I have been getting Wee Wisdom, I have been 
reading it from beginning to end. I like to read “‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks,” 
and I also like to guess the puzzles. I’m not saying that I don’t like the rest, 
because I do, but these are my favorites—Ethel Norman, 3918 Bliss st., El 
Paso, Texas. 

Dear Wees and Unity—I like Wee Wisdom very much. It has been 
coming to my house for about six months.—jack Merriman, 1019 Ninth st., 
Douglas, Ariz. 

Dear Wees—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for a long time, and | 
like it very much. I like the Magic Pillows and the Young Authors.—J/essie 
Robertson, 234 Fifteenth st., Buffalo, N. Y. : 

Dear Secretary—lI have just received my first copy of Wee Wisdom, which 
was a Christmas present from my grandmother. I’m very well pleased with it. 
I love the little Booster Club letters —V esta Stephens, 203 Miller st., Sayre, Pa. 

Dear Wees—lI have taken Wee Wisdom for a long time. I read it from 
cover to cover and certainly enjoy it. It is a beautiful magazine for every child 
to read. I have had many wonderful demonstrations in my school work and 
other things. The statement which I say for my school work is: “Divine Love 
and Wisdom help me in all that I do.’” We have a Unity Sunday school here, 
to which every Wee is welcome. We are studying “Lessons in Truth” and the 
Bible Lessons in Wee Wisdom, and we are learning Psalm 103.—Jrene West, 
1211 Champa st., apt. 1, Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wees—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for four months. I enjoy 
reading it very much. My aunt sent it to me as a birthday present.—Ansel 
Pollard, RFD route 3, Carthage, Mo. 

Dear Dees—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I think the whole book is 
very good, and I wish Wee Wisdom would come every week instead of every 
month.—Addison McClure, 206 S. Maine st., Cynthiana, Ky. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for two years, and I don’t know 
what I would do without you, as you have helped me so much.—Margaret 
Mvers, 24 Walpole st., Boston, Mass. : 

Dear Unity—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I am able to read some of 
the stories myself, and I like reading them very much. I have the others read to 
me.—Bernice Carmichael, Whonnock, B. C., Can. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been getting you for four years, and you have 
helped me in my studies, and when I was in the hospital with appendicitis.— 
Page Laming, Elliad route, box 46, Big Sandy, Mont. 

Dear Secretary—My aunt gave me Wee Wisdom for a Christmas gift. 
In December, I asked Mother if I could join the Booster Club, but she said I 
must first prove that I could live up to the motto, the object, and what the pin 
meant. So I tried, and Mother thinks I have done pretty well, and will allow 
me to join now.—Hazel Seaman, box 54, W. Nyack, N. Y. 

Dear Friends—I have taken Wee Wisdom for. three years, and I love it 


very much. I am trying to get a Peter Pan cap by getting five subscriptions. 
—WNona Straughn, Denver, Colo. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been receiving you for a long time, and I love 
every part of you. I love my big sister; she reads Wee Wisdom to me, and says 
she thinks you are a nice little paper.—Floyd N. Taylor, Montrose, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My brother takes Wee Wisdom, and I read it, too. 
If I start to do something which I should not, instantly I think of Wee Wisdom 
and check myself. I think it helps me a lot, to read it. Last night I prayed 
for all the members of the Booster Club who were ill, and for all of those of 
their families who were ill_—Fred Martindale, 1505 Wilson ave., Harriman, 
Pa. 

Dear Friends at Unity—Wee Wisdom always has interesting, good, sweet 
stories to read, and I love every page. Oh! wouldn’t it be fine to get Wee Wis- 
dom every day, but I am glad to get it once a month. When I get through with 
my copies, I give them to some neighbor girls.—Gladys Rich, Watonga, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Best of all, I like ‘‘Peter Pan,” “The Promise 
Girl,” and the poems. I have taken you for seven months, and I hope I can 
continue for another year.—Geraldine Schoonover, Moiese, Mont. : 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your stories very much; they are very inter- 
esting. Nearly every one of my playmates is taking Wee Wisdom now. 
intend soon to establish a Booster club.—Medara Wilson, 415 N. Edgefield, 
Dallas, Texas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I receive the Wee Wisdom books from Unity; they 
have some very nice stories for little children. My sister and I enjoy them.— 
Gwendolyn Joseph, 347a Quincy st., Brooklyn, N. Y. ; " 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Of all the stories, I like ‘“‘Dorothy’s Christmas, 
“Peter Pan,” and “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks” the best. My mother has been 
a Unity reader for two years.—Charles Grommon, box 9, Bellevue, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I shall never grow too old for your stories and les- 
sons. I love the Bible Lessons, because one day when I was feeling ill I read 
them and thought about them, and in a few hours I was feeling much better. 
My father and mother take Unity Magazine, and like it very much. I used to 
think, ““Oh! why can’t everybody be rich?’” But now I am glad that we are all 
rich—not in money, but in the beautiful wisdom of life—Edna Merrick, 
Arlington, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am sending two riddles for the Puzzle Page. | 
was thirteen on December 31; have I a twin?—Elizabeth Griffiths, 3956 
Shenandoah st., St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for two years, and I am 
always glad when I see you in the mail. I read you thoroughly and enjoy you 
very much. I love your stories; I get much good from them.—Robert Marshall, 
Spring Hill, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like your stories very much. I believe that I like 
the Puzzle Page best.—Jean Johnson, 433 Ohio ave., Long Beach, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have received you a year now, and hope | can 
continue getting you. I am thankful for many things: That I live here where 
we always have fresh fruits and vegetables, and that it is never so cold that I 
have to bundle up. Are you glad for many things, too?—Jan Schaafsma, 
Hilo, Hawaii. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have received you for a whole year. I like the 
little stories, and especially the Magic Pillows. “Mrs. Alphabet’s T” surely 
was a nice story. Miss Christal from Unity headquarters is here; her teachings 
are just wonderful.—Willis G. Briggs, box 1099, Casper, Wyo. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I cannot do without you. Christmas day we were 
away from home, when I had a terrible pain in my side. The people whom we 
were visiting had a copy of “Lessons in Truth.” I read it for a while, and soon 
the pain left me. I have not been troubled by it since. I am very grateful to 
Unity and Wee Wisdom.—Ruth Morrison, Fortuna, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very glad to say that my little cousin is getting 
over his illness. I think that your prayers helped him. In Wee Wisdom, I like 
the Magic Pillows best of all; I have learned them. They are so little, and yet, 
look what they teach.—Marion E. Smith, 124 V st., n.e., Washington, D. C. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I like you very much, especially the 
stories and puzzles. I am sending a story; it would delight me beyond words to 
see it in print.—Phoebe Sutton, box 496, Warroad, Minn. 


Dear Wees—lIt is a great privilege to have had Wee Wisdom since June. 
Suppose you went out on the garden walk some morning, and found a nice ripe 
apple lying in the middle of the walk, directly under the place where the branches 
of two apple trees met. Could you tell from which tree the apple had fallen? 
It would be as easy for me to tell that, as it would be to tell what I like best in 
Wee Wisdom, because I dearly love it all.—William Spencer, box 711, 
Menard, Ill. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Oh! how I enjoy reading your little bedtime stories. 
I used to get Mamma to read them to me, but now I can do it myself. I thank 
you for putting the little seamstress back in the book. I jumped up and down 
when I saw her.—Catherine E. Whaley, RFD route 2, Loveland, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been ill, and Wee Wisdom has helped me. 
I like the stories in Wee Wisdom very much.—Lilley L. Sourwine, 11 W. 
McDonald st., Brazil, Ind. 

Dear Wees—It seems a year instead of a month to wait for my Wee 
Wisdom, for it is very dear to me. I never would have known about it, if a 
friend hadn’t given it to me for Christmas.—Jrene Ellison, 624 Fifth ave., 
Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Wees—I had a beautiful demonstration, this morning. I awoke 
feeling very sick. After breakfast, Mother and I became still with ““The Prayer 
of Faith,”’ and soon I fell asleep. I awoke, feeling very happy and ready to 
play. We are going to watch our thoughts more carefully in the future, and 
guard against sick thoughts.—Doris J. Chamberlain, Bridal Veil, Ore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much, and I am glad when you come 
to visit me. I love the Magic Pillows; I always read them and the letters which 
other Wees write. I like the Busy Sunbeams very much.—Betty Nugent, 111 
Washington ave., Suffern, N. Y. 

Dear Wees—I love the stories, poems, and letters from other Wees. There 
is no Sunday school near where we live, so we walk two and a half miles to go 
to one. I think it is really worth the walk to learn more about Jesus. As I 
have no mother, it is sometimes hard to do the work, but with God's help, I do 
all I can to make the home happy. I let some of the school children read my 
copies of Wee Wisdom, and they like them as well as I do.— Ruth Kelley, 
RFD route 2, Wapato, Wash. | 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. When I first started to sing 
solos, I was very much afraid. Now that I take Wee Wisdom, I pray to God 
to help me, and I’m not afraid. I am leader in the church choir, and sing many 
solos without thinking anything about it—lLeone P. Meyer, box 238, New 
Hartford, lowa. 
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Beloved Wee Wisdom—I am just bubbling over with joy and love for 
you. I do love you, from cover to cover, but best of all, the letters from other 
Wees. When the letters tell of healing, oh! how full my heart gets, just as if 
it were my own demonstration. Colin healed my little dog, whose face was all 
swollen. While Colin was still in the silence, the swelling began to go down, 
and very soon it was all well. I am so happy and glad!—Joy Plumstead, 
private bag, Umtali, S. Rhodesia, S. Africa. 


Dear Unity—I have been sick, but through your prayers to the good Lord, 
I am able to be up again. I love all of Wee Wisdom’s stories. The other 
night, I dreamed that we had formed a Unity school here; I wish that dream 
would come true. I want to do all that I can to help others, and to do what I 
know is right and pleasing. to God.—Lucille Powell, 826 Naomi st., Los 
Angeles, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much; you are teaching me many 
lessons. Each month I look forward to your coming.—Virginia Mays, 827 
Gantenbein ave., Portland, Ore. 


__ Dear Wees—I am very much interested in Wee Wisdom. I can hardly 
wait until each new copy comes. I like to read the lessons and the letters.— 


Ford Hanson, Clavet, Sask., Can. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy your stories very much. The story, “Dor- 
othy’s Christmas,” helped me very much. I got ideas from it about some things 
which I had not understood.—Daisy M. Laney, Lamona, Wash. 


Dear Wees—I have been cured of kidriey trouble, without taking a drop 
of medicine. Last summer I bsoke my arm, and | know it was God’s love that 
healed it. I wear my Boostg pin to school, and it helps me to be better. My 
grandfather takes Unity Magazine. I will get out all the old copies and read 
them.—Louise Coffee, Fairview, Mo. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB: 


Geraldine Schoonover, Moiese, Mont.; Fred Martindale, 1505 Wilson 
ave., Harriman, Pa.; Mary Pizzera, box 168, Park Ridge, N. J.; Betty 
Nugent, 111 Washington ave., Suffern, N. Y.; Helen J. Briscoe, 1110 
Third st., N. Superior, Wis.; Juanita Huffman, 622 Union st., Hannibal, 
Mo.; Ina D. Lutes, 2014 E. Wall st., Fort Scott, Kans.; Claribel V. 
Green, box 355, Lewiston, Idaho; Ruth Somerville, 31a Rexford st., 
Norwich, N. Y.; Lucille Powell, 826 Naomi st., Los Angeles, Calif.; 
A. A. Potes, Infanta, Tayabas, P. I.; O. Pumarada, Infanta, Tayabas, 
P. I.; Betty Whiley, Rosebank, Lancaster, Ohio; Lillian C. Cross, Pros- 
pect Heights, Trenton, N. J.; Martha Schneider, RFD, Loomis, Wis. ; 
Eugene Perman, Attalia, Ala.; Charles Grommon, box 9, Bellevue, Mich. ; 
Ruth I. Strickland, Livingston, Mont.; Mary Perla, box 281, Aspen, 
Colo.; Marcus Martin, 1421 Market st., Oakland, Calif.; Erwin Aldrich, 
Manuelito, N. M.; Margaret Lagen, 1210 Dolores st., San Francisco, 
Calif.; Chester B. Anderson, Republica 64, Camaguey, Cuba; Shirley 
Sopp, 4314 Warne ave., St. Louis, Mo.; Ernest Martens, 206 Meeker 
ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.; Mary Stowe, RFD route 2, Cambridge, Nebr.; 
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Natalie Rossnagel, Mt. Airy rd., Bernardsville, N. J.; Hazel Seaman, 
box 54, W. Nyack, N. Y.; Vesta Stephens, 203 Miller st., Sayre, Pa.; 
Ruth Abel, 201 Lynn st., Ithaca, N. Y.; Jane Reisser, 324 W. Chelton 
ave., Germantown, Pa.; Amelia C. Marshall, RFD “Woodside,” Mar- 
shall, Va. 


WeEs WHo WANT To CorRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES: 


Martha Schneider, RFD, Loomis, Wash.; Lucille Powell, 826 Naomi 
st., Los Angeles, Calif.; Ruth Somerville, 31a Rexford st., Norwich, N. 
Y.; Juanita Huffman, 622 Union st., Hannibal, Mo.; Fred Martindale, 
1505 Wilson ave., Harriman, Pa.; Geraldine Schoonover, Moiese, Mont. ; 
William Spencer, box 711, Menard, Ill.; Margaret Blunt, 319 Fillmore 
st., Denver, Colo.; Ford Hanson, Clavet, Sask., Can.; Rose Draper, 1212 
E. Twenty-eighth ave., Denver, Colo.; Sage Elderkin, 1131 E. First st., 
Duluth, Minn.; Ruth Morrison, Fortuna, Calif.; Frances Tibbles, Nelson 
st., Jamestown, Ohio; Pauline A. Remington, 76 Canal st., Brattleboro, 
Vt.; Lilley L. Sourwine, 11 W. McDonald st., Brazil, Ind.; Sara V. 
Ritchie, 124 N. Fountain, Wichita, Kans.; Catherine Collins, box 958, 
Medford, Ore.; Dorothy Haug, 546 Ogden st., Bridgeport, Conn.; Eliza- 
beth Griffiths, 3956 Shenandoah, St. Louis, Mo.; Robert Marshall, Spring 
Hill, Mo.; Jan Schaafsma, Hilo, Hawaii; Edna Ottinger, 1618 Daunton 
st., Philadelphia, Pa.; Elizabeth Carson, 1110 Ewing st., Kansas City, 
Mo.; Ruth L. Doyle, 3818 Huntington st., Washington, D. C.; Marguerite 


Overend, 6900 Meade st., Pittsburgh, Pa.; Vesta Stephens, 203 Miller 
st., Sayre, Pa.; Margaret Myers, 24 Walpole st., Boston, Mass.; Jessie 
Robertson, 234 Fifteenth st., Buffalo, N. Y.; Marjorie Trafelet, 5532 
Ellis ave., Chicago, Ill.; Helena L. Taylor, Chester, Pa.; Leah A. Ken- 
erson, E. Denmark, Me.; Deane Tutt, RFD route 3, box 32, Tacoma, 
Wash. 


- Wees Wuo AsK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEEs: 


Frances Tibbles, school work; William Spencer, justice; Juanita 
Huffman, school work; Betty Whiley, health for mother; Ruby Purcell, 
school work; Beatrice Epps, school work; Nellie Hughes, school work; 
May Douglas, return of lost dog; Audrey Kolb, success; John B. Lovell, 
prosperity for father; Rhoda Blossom, to overcome forgetfulness; Dorothy 
Haug, health and success; Audrey Kolb, school work and success in finding 
ring; Willis G. Briggs, health; Shirley Sopp, to be good as her aunt wishes 
her to be; Julian M. Trager, health for father, return of sister; Billie 
Laurence, school work; Rheora Davis, health and wholeness for dog; 
Marjorie Trafelet, health; Page Laming, school work; Helen Kagel, 
health and prosperity; Florence Preston, school work. 


DeEaR YOUNG AUTHORS—Our words and our thoughts come 
to pass in our lives. Wee Wisdom wishes to give only good to all, so 
we do not use stories that tell of sickness or sorrow or any other form 
of error. Make your stories happy. Write of those things which you 
would like to have come to you or to your dearest friends. If you will 
do this, we will try to use what you send to us.—THE EbpiTor. 


BETTY 
CaMILLA McKEown (9 years) 
3735 Indiana ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


- One day, Betty was walking along a dusty road in the country. 
She had run away from home, for she had been a bad little girl that 
day. She wandered to a field where some cows were eating, and they 
ran away from her. Then she came to a clover field. She felt so 
tired that she lay down in the clover, and went to sleep. 

She dreamed that three little bunnies came out of a hole in the 
ground and said: 

“She is a very naughty little girl, to run away from home.” 

At that moment she woke up, picked up her sunbonnet, and ran 
home to her mother, who had been shopping, and who had bought 
her a big doll. Betty kissed her mother, and promised never to run 
away again. 


MY BODY 
FLORENCE Rupsy (14 years) 
Spring Wood, Va. 
My body is clean and fair, 
No pain nor sickness can enter there; 


I have a watchman to keep them away— 
That is, my thoughts that I think every day. 
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THE SWEETEST BOOK 


Lucite Hatcu 
The Cincinnati Altenheim, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Oh! dearest, dear Wee Wisdom! 
I read you every day. 


You’re the sweetest book in all the land, 
I think of you at play. 


MY EXPERIENCE WITH GOD 


GEORGIANA ADAMS (11 years) 
Fairmont, Okla. 

One day, my dog was out hunting. He was going over a fence, 
and he caught his foot some way in the wire, and fell. I heard his 
foot crack. I went to him as fast as I could. His foot wasn’t broken, 
but he couldn’t walk on it. I held his foot in my hand, and stood 
silent for five or ten minutes. .Then I told him to run, and he ran 


and jumped about and played. God had healed his foot. 


TO BE HAPPY 


Howarpb W. Dosin (11 years) 
3226 Princeton ave., Chicago, IIl. 


I am glad that I can see, 
So I can read the Wisdom Wee. 
To read it is the very best way, 
To be happy all the day. 


NOVEMBER 
ALICE JORGENSON (12 years) 
Petaluma, Calif. 
Nuts are turning brown, 
In the villiage and the town. 
The wind is blowing; 
The hearth fire is glowing; — 
The leaves shake in the breeze; 
They don’t mind the freeze. 
They go back to Mother Earth, 
The place of their birth. 
Then the trees are all bare, 
In the cold, windy air. 
I like November in every way, 


But most of all Thanksgiving Day. 
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A SAINT'S DAY 


The life of a good or great man is a picture of how goodness or 
greatness is permitted to act in our hearts. 

About 1500 years ago, a sixteen-year-old boy in Britain, was 
taken captive by a company of men from Ireland, and by them was 
taken to their native land. He remained a slave for six years. 

But the young man had visions, and by them he was directed 
how to escape from bondage and to go to Europe. On landing, he 
and his companions found themselves on a shore where no people were 
living. They traveled many days before coming to an inhabited part 
of the country. 

The country probably was France, which in that region, at that 
time, was but lightly populated. 

e young man entered a monastery. Again visions came to him. 
And in these visions he was shown that he must return to the land in 
which he had been a slave, to preach to its people the message of 
Jesus Christ. 

He spent several years in preparation for this work. Then he 
went back to Ireland. 

At that time, the people of Ireland believed in the Druid religion, 
a religion that sometimes called for most cruel ceremonies. 

The boy who had once been a slave; who by visions had escaped 
slavery; who by visions had been sent back to the land where he had 
been a slave, was the real cause of the people of Ireland giving up 
Druidism for Christianity. 

That boy, grown to be a man, and as a man doing this great 
work, is now called St. Patrick. 

There are several interesting legends connected with the life of St. 
Patrick. The one of which we always think first, is the legend of his 
driving the snakes out of Ireland. Another legend, not so well known, 
is that he sometimes brought darkness upon his enemies. Still another, 
is that he by miracles overcame the sorceries of the Druid priests. 
These three legends are the most important ones. They mean 
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much to us, when we remember that the life of a good or great man is 
an outside picture of what is taking place within our hearts. 

Sometimes, when we cannot have our own way with things, we 
find ugly thoughts trying to become our companions. They squirm 
and wriggle, here and there, and are not pleasant to have about. So 
we want to rid our minds of them. And when we drive out the squirm- 
ing, crawling thoughts, we know what is meant by St. Patrick’s driving 
the snakes out of Ireland. 

In the legend about the good saint’s bringing darkness upon his 
enemies, I like to think that he clothed himself in such a splendid light 
that those who would have harmed him could not see him. This could 
be true, for a light strong enough to dazzle the eyes would make the 
light of day to be as darkness, and would hide him from his enemies. 

In the legend about his miracles, I can understand that the love 
which made him give his life to work for the good of others, would 
always protect him. Suppose that the pagan priests had planned to 
hurt him: Would not the Christ love in the heart of St. Patrick melt 
that wrong thought, and bring kind thoughts to the minds of the priests ? 
To overcome evil thoughts by good thoughts, is to practice the miracle 
works that help every one and that make the whole world happy. 

Life is a day of kind purposes and happy opportunities. It is a 
saint’s day, in which we are to drive out creeping, wriggling thoughts; in 
which we may live in the light of God’s Spirit, brighter than the sun; 
in which we are glad to blot out every unkind feeling by the love which 
makes the whole world joyous. | 

Then let us say: 

All my days are saint’s days, filled with love and light. 


\ 
SN 
LOGS: 
a 
‘ 4 
is 
G 


Good morning to you, Robin, 
We are glad you have come 


back; 


You've traveled surely, swiftly, 
Guided by no path or track. 


You have trusted to God's 
guidance; 
You have found it does not 
fail; 
And he will guide surely, 
Our feet along life’s trail. 
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HAROLD EVANS) KELLOGG 


Easter comes to us as a symbol of new life, joy, and happiness, 
a it is a time when we should try harder than ever to make others 

appy. 

Although it is not as customary to give gifts at Easter as it is at 
Christmas, many of us like to share our joy with those around us, by 
giving them little tokens of love at this time. 

The little Easter bunny which we are going to make this month, 
will make a very acceptable gift for little brother or sister, or for some 
other little friend. y 

While we are making this gift, let us remember to think kind, lov- 
ing thoughts about the one for whom we are making it. It will carry 
these thoughts with it, and will be appreciated much more than an 
ordinary gift purchased in a shop. 

We shall need a piece of smooth, soft wood, four by six inches, 
and one half inch thick, for the base and the braces. For the figure 
and the wheels, we will need a piece of smooth, soft wood, eight inches 
square and one fourth inch thick. 

To transfer the figure of the rabbit, in the accompanying illustra- 
tion, to the board, place a piece of carbon paper between the board 
and the page, and trace around the lines with a pencil. 

The rabbit should then be cut out with a scroll saw, cutting a little 
outside of the line, and smoothing down to the line with a half-round 
file and a piece of sandpaper. Measure, and cut out the base from 
the half inch material, following the dimensions given in the diagram. 
A small hole should be bored in the baseboard near the front, so that 
a piece of string may be attached to it. The two braces used to fasten 
the bunny to the baseboard, should each be one inch long, and one half 
inch square. 

To make the four wheels, place a silver half dollar on the quarter 
inch board, and draw around it carefully, for each wheel. After the 
wheels have been sawed out with the scroll saw, they should be 
smoothed down to the line with a file and sandpaper. A hole should 
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be bored in the center of each wheel with a very small drill. In case 
you do not have a drill small enough, the holes may be made by very 
carefully driving a shingle nail through the center of each wheel, and 
then driving it out again. After driving the nail through several times 
in this manner, and turning the wheel each time, it will be found to 
revolve quite easily on the nail. 

The braces should now be fastened to the sides of the figure, as 
shown in the illustration, using small nails and glue. The figure should 
be attached to the exact center of the baseboard, with nails and glue. 

Fasten the wheels one inch from the ends of the baseboard, using 
shingle nails for this purpose. The nails are also to serve as axles, 
and should not be driven in too far for the wheels to revolve easily. 
The wheels will turn more easily if a little common soap is put on the 
nails before fastening the wheels on. . 

The entire surface should now be cleaned with fine sandpaper, care 
being taken not to remove the eye lines, and other pencil lines on the 
rabbit. These lines should be outlined with black water color paint, 
using a fine brush, and mixing the paint very thick. 

After the paint is dry, the entire surface should be shellacked. 
When the shellac is dry, the finishing touches are added by again sand- 
papering the entire surface. 


Dear Lord, for food 
We thank thee now, 


As o’er our plates 


Our heads we bow. 
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RIDDLE 


ELIZABETH GRIFFITHS | 
3956 Shenandoah, St. Louis, Mo. 


My first syllable makes company, 
My second shuns company, 

My third assembles company, 
My whole puzzles company. 


RIDDLE 


ELIZABETH GRIFFITHS 
3956 Shenandoah, St. Louis, Mo. 


What is that which is: 
The beginning of eternity, 
The end of time and space, 
The beginning of every end, 
The end of every race? 


ANSWERS TO A STING CONTEST 


. Resting. 5. Jesting 

. Feasting. 6. Toasting. 
. Dusting. 7. Rusting 
. Roasting. 8. Testing. 


Answer to Valentine puzzle: 


Roses are red; Violets are blue; 
Sugar is sweet, And so are you. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouLks 
Dear Wee Girlies—Spring is almost here. Sometimes we think 


it has arrived, then the next day, we conclude that it is still winter. 
That is a way March has, isn’t it? It will seem to cloud up and pout, 
just as some of the Wees used to do before they learned the blessedness 
of happiness. At other times, joy brims over, just as I can see it in the 
faces of the Wees everywhere, when I close my eyes and think of them. 

Every one seems to like to have something new, when the earth 
begins to put on her new clothes in the springtime. 
Do you? 

I am going to tell you how to make a pretty 
bag to finish out the school days. You can also 
use it through the summer, when you shop or 
run errands for Mother, or when you go pic- 
nicking. If you will look at diagram number 1, 
you will see how it will look, when it is all 

finished. 

For this bag you will need a piece of heavy cloth. Denim is nice, 
and tan is a good color. A piece of cloth twelve inches wide and 
twenty-four inches long, will make a very good size for the bag. But 
take your tapeline and cut this size out of a piece of paper, lay an inch 
hem on each end and fold in half, and see if it is the sizethat you want. 
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Maybe you'd like it larger, or maybe, smaller. Or perhaps you have 
a piece of cloth which you could use, if the bag was a wee bit smaller. 
You will need enough for the handle and a pocket, too. Cut out your 
bag and make the hems. Fold the cloth in half. Then right in the 
middle of one side make your pattern. 

I am going to tell you how 
to make this pattern, your- 
self. Get the top of a half 
pound baking powder can, 
and mark three circles like 
the big ones in diagram num- 

ber 2. Then borrow a quar- 
Diagram? ter from Daddy, and right 
in the center of each of these circles mark a smaller one by the quarter. 
With the ruler, run the lines out from each side. That is an easy way 
to make a design, isn’t it? Make it on paper first, and then trace it on 
your cloth. Look in Mother’s scrapbag, and see if you can find some 
bright bits of cloth, blue or red or pink or purple, and a bit of yellow 
for the centers. You can use one color for your middle flower— 
you've guessed it, they are flowers—and another color for the flower 
on each side, or you may make them all of different colors. Cut these 
out by the can top, and cut out three of the yellow ones by the quarter. 
Now baste them all in place. 

Do you remember that long word, applique? Yes, we used it in 
the first lesson, and we are going to applique these flowers on, like we 
did the flowers on Dolly Dear’s carriage robe. Yes, with just a but- 
tonhole stitch made all around the flowers and around their centers. 
You may use any color of embroidery cotton that you choose. Thread 
your needle with a whole strand. Make the lines away from the 
flowers with the long and short stitch, using black thread, and make 
several French knots of black in the little center of the flowers. This 
is almost a review lesson, because we are using many — 
stitches that we have learned before. 

You may put the same design on the other side, 
or put a pocket on that side of the bag. If you would 
rather have the pocket, cut a piece of cloth the size 
you want it. Make a little hem at the top, and turn 
down about a fourth of an inch on the sides and the 
bottom. Lay this at the top of the side not decorated, 
and with a pencil mark all around it. See diagram 
number 3. In the center of this marked place, ap- 
plique one of the flowers like you put on the other side 
of the bag. Baste the pocket on from the wrong side, and stitch it well. 
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Then, on the right side, buttonhole it on, following the line you made 
with the pencil. Now the bag is ready to be stitched up, and to have 
the handle put on. 

For the handle, take a piece of the cloth about twelve inches long 
and about four and a half inches wide, and fold it in the middle, long 
ways. Stitch the sides together, then turn so that the seam is inside. 
Turn in and baste each end. Baste one end of the handle on each side 
of the top of bag, and stitch several times. It is all finished now, except 
a last touch, which you may leave off if you’d rather—that is, making 
a long buttonhole stitch, about an eighth of an inch or further apart, 
around the top of bag, and the handle. This will not only make it 
prettier, but it will make it stronger. 

I know that you are going to find many uses for this bag, and 
that it will be a real pleasure to carry it. I expect you will meet Mother 
on the street sometime with it. She will be carrying home the family 
dinner from the market, in that useful bag of yours! 


A GENTLEMANLY BOY 


A gentle boy, a manly boy, 
Is the boy I love to see; 
An honest boy, an upright boy, 
Is the boy of boys for me. 


The gentle boy guards well his lips, 
Lest words that fall may grieve; 

The manly boy will never stoop 
To meanness, nor deceive. 


An honest boy clings to the right, 
Through seasons foul and fair; 

An upright boy will faithful be, 
When trusted anywhere. 


The gentle boy, the manly boy, 
Upright and honest too, 

Will always find a host of friends 
Among the good and true. 


He reaps reward in doing good, 
Finds joy in giving joy, 
And earns the right to bear the name: 
“A gentlemanly boy.” 
—Selected. 
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ESSONS 


By MARY 


Lesson. 13, Marcu 26, 1922. 
REVIEW 

GoLDEN TExT—Jehovah is righteous in all his ways, And gracious 
in all his works—Psalm 145:17. 

Nearly all the lessons of this quarter have to do with the four prophets, 
Elijah, Elisha, Jonah, and Amos. Let us have one question on each 
lesson, to bring out the important points, and see how much we remember: 
(1) What great mistake did the king of Israel make, in instructing his 
people in the matter of worship? (2) How was Elijah fed while by the 
side of the brook? (3) How did Elijah prove that God was greater 
than Baal? (4) Did Elijah find God in the earthquake or the fire? 
Where did he find God? (5) How did Ahab obtain possession of 
Naboth’s vineyard? What came of it all? (6) How was Elijah taken 
up into heaven? (7) How did Elisha restore the Shunammite woman’s 
son? (8) How was Naaman healed of leprosy? (9) How was 
Elisha protected against the army of Syria? (10) What did the people 
of Nineveh do, that God showed them mercy? (11) What caused 
Amos to decide to become a prophet of the Lord? (12) What caused 
the downfall of Israel? 


(SECOND QUARTER) 
Lesson |, Aprit 2, 1922. 
ASA RELIES ON GOD.—II Chronicles 14:1-12. 


GoLDEN TExT—Help us, O Jehovah our God; for we rely on thee.— 
tI Chronicles 14:11. 


Our lesson today is about a good king of Judah. His name was Asa, 
which means “healer.” He “did that which was good and right in the 
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eyes of Jehovah his God.” It does not always matter what people think 
of what we do, if God calls it good. Asa did away with every form of 
heathen worship in Judah, and commanded his people to seek God and 
to worship God only. Then Asa built forts and high towers, and walls and 
gates and bars, and gathered together a great army for the protection of 
his people. The kings of the surrounding countries, seeing all these prepara- 
tions, thought perhaps Asa was preparing for a great war, so after. ten 
years of peace in Judah, Asa found himself and his people confronted by 
an army of one thousand thousand. Asa lost no time in asking God's help, 
and because he depended upon God and not upon the forts and walls and 
bars, he was protected, and the men who were warring against him fled 
before the power of God. It is always so: If we know God to be on our 
side, and trust him for deliverance, it will always come. It is those who 
trust in external things who fail. God and one are always a majority, no 
matter how strong the opposing force may be. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Tell this story in your own way, and explain what it means to you. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—God is my help in every 
need. 


Lesson 2, ApriL 9, 1922. 
THE LORD PRESERVES JOASH.—II Kings 11:1-17. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Jehovah preserveth all them that love him.—Psalm 
145:20. 

Our lesson today contains a true “fairy story.” Once upon a time there 
lived in Jerusalem, a wicked princess. When her son died she knew that 
the reign of her country would go to one of her grandchildren—a child 
of royal blood. Now this princess, Athaliah, was very ambitious, and her 
ambition hardened her heart and transformed her into a demon, and she 
gave orders that all the royal children should be killed. But her plans 
did not all carry, for Jehosheba, an aunt of the royal children, took little 
Joash, a babe of one year, and his nurse, and hid them from the princess. 
For six years Joash was hidden in a temple of the Lord, and his 
grandmother, the wicked princess, ruled. ‘When Joash was seven years 
old, he was brought from the temple by his aunt and uncle, and was crowned 
king. The people clapped their hands and shouted, “Long live the king!” 
and this shouting and loud noise were the first indications which the princess 
received of what was going on. She appeared in the temple, and became 
very angry. She tore her clothes and shouted, “Treason! Treason!” But 
the people had grown tired of her wickedness, and she was taken forth and 
slain. There is a big lesson for us in this story. First, we must not be 
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ambitious for personal glory. Neither must we try to thwart God's plans 
with evil, for we cannot do it. Those who are “royal children” (children 
of God), will be protected, and will come into their own at the proper time. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What made Athaliah seek to destroy all the royal children? The 
desire for personal glory. 

Is it possible to destroy the things of God? No. Good is always 
stronger than evil. 

What effect did it have upon Joash, to be raised in the temple of 
God? It gave him an opportunity to know of God and his goodness, and 
to live a Christian life. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—By the power of Good 
I am protected from all evil. 


Lesson 3, Aprit 16, 1922. 
EASTER LESSON.—John 20: 19-31. 


GoLpEN TExtT—The Lord is risen indeed.—Luke 24:34. 


After Jesus was put to death upon the cross, he was placed in a tomb 
and there his body lay, apparently lifeless, for three days. The disciples 
and those who loved him, had given him up as dead. Imagine then, the 
astonishment of the disciples who were gathered together behind locked 
doors, to see Jesus suddenly appear in their midst, and to hear him saying 
to them, “Peace be unto you.” Then, that they might more readily believe, 
he showed them the prints in his hands, and the hole in his side. They 
rejoiced and were very happy. Then Jesus gave them instruction in going 
forth to bless, to teach, and to heal. Now Thomas was not with the dis- 
ciples when Jesus appeared to them, and when they told him, he doubted, 
and said, “I will not believe unless I can see for myself.” After about 
eight days, Jesus appeared to them again, and he said to Thomas: “Be- 
hold my hands, and put your finger into the hole in my side.” Thomas did 
so, and believed, and Jesus rebuked him and said, “Because you have seen, 
you have believed, but blessed are they that have not seen, and yet have 
believed.” 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


Do shut doors ever bar Christ? No. 

How are we often like Thomas? We demand the evidence of Christ’s 
power before we will believe. 

What power did death have over Jesus Christ? None. He knew his 
relation to the infinite, enduring Life, which is God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—This day is Christ risen 
in me. 
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March—and time to talk of gardening again. But you will say 
that it is still cold and that things have not commenced to grow. Oh! 
but they have. Of course it doesn’t look that way on the surface. 
The earth is still dressed in her winter gown of brown and white, but 
way down underneath, her pretty green dress is in the making. 

Weeks ago the little seeds began stirring and stretching and 
yawning, under their winter blanket. Then each little seed began 
working on its particular part of Mother Earth’s spring wardrobe. 
These many weeks the work has been going on, and soon there will be 
little patches of green appearing, that never would be there but for 
the weeks of preparation. 

So we are talking of our garden. If we want nice green things 
for the table in May and June, we must plan for them in March. 
When the March wind howls outdoors, we spread the seed catalogs 
on the table, and proceed to make our garden on paper. We picture 
it just as we hope to see it later. We see the ripe red tomatoes and 
peppers. We choose the cucumbers which we think will grow best. 
I insisted on some named “‘crisp and cool,” because that seems a perfect 
name for cucumbers. I’m sure you hope with me that they will be 
as nice as their name; but if they shouldn’t be—why, then we'll choose 
another kind next time. That’s part of the fun—experimenting, you 
know. We are going to plant pole beans this year, not in rows, but in 
wigwams, about three or four feet apart. Can’t you see how brave 
they will look—the little green wigwams—like a tiny Indian village 
set in the midst of our onions and corn? 

Then we choose the sort of watermelons and cantaloupe that we 
are going to plant. My! they look luscious in the catalog. We spoke 
of the blackberries, raspberries, and gooseberries that we had last year, 
and how good the pies were. We are hoping to have as good a crop 
again this season. 


Many of the little fruit trees should bear fruit this year. Cherries, 
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plums, peaches, and apples. Who knows what a fruit harvest we may 
have? 

It was all so interesting that we forgot the time, until I noticed 
two brown eyes that were heavy with dreams, though their owner 
talked bravely of pumpkins and such. 

Long after we had gone to bed, I lay, wondering what sort of 
person it could have been who said: “There is nothing new under 
the sun.’ 

Why! Everything is new. Every year, every day, and every 
springtime. E-very garden is new, and full of the most wonderful possi- 
bilities. Certainly those who feel that there is nothing new, have 
never lived in the country in gardening time. 


Do you wish the world were better ? 
Let me tell you what to do: 
Set a watch upon your actions; 
Keep them always straight and true. 
Rid your mind of selfish motives, 
Let your thoughts be clean and high. 
You can make a little Eden 
Of the sphere you occupy. 
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 


A STUDY 
LoS. 

Dandelion, 

Toadstool and toad, 

Cat-tail and web, 

And spider, wise. 

A fairy, too, 

With thread for lash— 

Such a study 

For eager eyes! 
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WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOK 


Each year, Wee Wisdom magazine contains pictures and 
pictures and pictures, as you, dear children, well know. This 
was true during the year 1920, as it is true this year. But at 
that time, there were pictures and poems about Prince Happy- 
hop, Bug-A-Boo-Bill, Bill-A-Boo-Bug, Bug-Bill-A-Boo, and 
other stars of fairy lore, that you children would enjoy so much 
now, whether you had the magazine in 1920 or not. 


The little subscribers of that time were naturally more fond 
of some of their heroes than they were of others. So when we 
grown folks made up this “Wee Wisdom Picture Book,” we 


selected the children’s prime favorites in picture, poem, and 
story, that Wee Wisdom contained in the year 1920. 


There is an Indian story, there is a Valentine story, there 
is a story about “What Puck Told Peter.” Then there are 


many poems that sing themselves—just the kind of verses that 


you like so well. Besides, there are over sixty pictures drawn 
by our artist, half of this number colored to suit your taste 
exactly. When you get the book, you will find many other 
pleasing things. 

Tell Mother, Father, or Auntie that these eighty pages 
of fun, frolic, and interest will make you very happy. Then 
they’ll do the rest. 

The “Wee Wisdom Picture Book” is the same size as 


“Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and has the cutest picture of a little 
boy riding horseback, on the cover. Price, $1.00. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


BLANCHE 


March isa trumpeter, 
Blustering and gay. 

Listen! What is it 

The whistling winds say? 
We wish to announce’ — 
This the message they bring— 
The coming, full soon, 

Of our sweet Lady Spring.” 
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The gay winds blow 

||) Me wide awake. LY 
1) A thought of joy 

I quickly take. 


NM The strong 


winds make 
Me battle so— 
I feel God's 
strength 
From head to 


The night winds 
breathe 

A slumber song— 

It is God's voice 


So sweet and strong. 
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